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Cleon. By heaven!    Celia. Swear not! if I must weep,

Jove shall not smile at me;                            50

This kiss, my heart, and thy faith keep.
Cleon. This breathes my soul to thee.

Then forth the thicket Thyrsis rush'd,

Where he saw all their play;
The swain stood still, and smil'd, and blush'd:  55

The nymph fled fast away.

GRIEF ENGROSS'D

WHEREFORE do thy sad numbers flow

So full of woe?

Why dost thou melt in such soft strains,
Whilst she disdains?

If she must still deny,                                     5

Weep not, but die;

And in thy funeral fire

Shall all her fame expire.

Thus both shall perish, and as thou on thy hearse
Shall want her tears, so she shall want thy verse,     10

Repine not then at thy blest state:

Thou art above thy fate;

But my fair Celia will not give

Love enough to make me live;

Nor yet dart from her eye                              15

Scorn enough to make me die.
Then let me weep alone, till her kind breath
Or blow my tears away or speak my death.

A PASTORAL DIALOGUE

SHEPHERD.  NYMPH.  CHORUS

Shepherd. This mossy bank they pressed.   Nymph.   That

aged oak

Did canopy the happy pair
All night from the damp air.

Clients.     Here let us sit, and sing the words they spoke,
Till the day breaking, their embraces broke.     5